KABLOONA
*0t-cho-kto?> I asked Algunerk.
'Ot-cho-ktoJ he replied laconically. What we saw, he went on
to explain, was an island that lay just off Gjoa Haven.
We pushed on with the emotion of sailors home from the sea.
Now the land was plainly visible, and we looked at it again.
Alas, it was Point Mathiesen. We were fifteen miles to the north
of our route!
The heart went out of me. I was not an Eskimo, I was a
Kabloona. My mind might tell me that I preferred their life
to the grubbing rapacity of the tradesmen at home, to the spate
of idle words that flowed over a cocktail party among my kind.
My nature might go out instinctively to their simplicity, their
communal existence, the friendly glow of the lamp and the
fraternal calm of the igloo. I was none the less a white man in
my physical being, in my lack of training and insufficiency of
endurance for this life. Another night in an igloo was some-
thing I could not contemplate.
My distress must have showed itself in my face, for they
stared at me a moment and then asked if I would mind reaching
the Post in the middle of the night.
'We can make it tonight,5 they assured me. And I said:
'No matter at what hour! Let's be off!'
A long line of land was still visible far on the left, but it was
very far, the sun was sinking fast, and there was not a minute to
lose. I took it for granted that we should start on the instant;
but they were Eskimos. Algunerk went calmly about the busi-
ness of disengaging the dogs5 traces.   Then the three men
lighted their pipes and began a detailed discussion of the respec-
tive qualities of their dogs, of a bitch that had particular reason
to be restless; and from this they went on to a great deal of
joking.   I, meanwhile,  tramped to and fro,  which" seeing,
Algunerk came over to me after ~a time and said with a smile:
{Do you think we might go on now?3
We whipped up the dogs just as night fell.
I had been dragging one leg all the way back from Pelly Bay,
and that leg had suddenly failed me — probably because my
270

